^ fistful of easy picture taking 

The drome Uawkeye Camera 




SHOWS you JUST WHAT YOU'LL GET 
IN A SHARP, CLEAR OVERSIZE 



SO LITTLE 
ITS EASY TO OWN 




HOPALONC CASSIDY • 



(v <* 






HOP ALONG CASSIDY 




chsri pp, com i ornery 

CRITTER JEST HELP ME UP 
ANP MAPE OFF WITH THE 
HOS5ES FROM THE STAOE.' 



I RECOONIZEP THE ^ THAT** 4 
PURNEP CRITTER, TOOl ) MKJMTY 
rT WAS BAT HURLEY,/"' STRONO 
THE (JAMBLINS .-''ACCUSATION, 
CASINO OWNER*/ BUCH,' ARE YOU 
| I I . Ill . ■ rail CURE YOU’RE 

1 I BOHT r 



Shortly 



AS SHORE AS 
BUCK TEATHE, 



f <5ET ON 
MESOUITE’S 
HORSE, BUCK.' 
WE'RE COINS 
M TO VISIT 
HURLEY.'. 



NOT THE FIRST ) I’p LIKE ) 
BAT HURLEY <TUH SEE S 
BEEN ACCUSEP ITHE SNAKE 
CRIME, BUT UP N WORM / 
PW HE'S ALWAYS ] HIS WAY ' 
A PERFECT OUTTA / 
v ALIBI. 1 ffTHIS ONE. 1 ] 






AFTER HOPALONS EXPLAINS. 



HOMBRE 



TALKINS ABOL 
. HOPALONS. 



> PON’T LISTEN 
PALAVER, 

' HOPALONS/ I 
TELL YUH HE PI 



I NEVER HEARP TELL OF V 
ANYTHINS MORE RIPICULOU5. 1 
THIS HOMBRE IS PLUMB LOCO. 1 
I CAN PROVE t WASN’T EVEN , 

IN THE HILLS AT . < 

THE TIME .' 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 




:'M NOT ASK IN® YOU TUN TAKE 
■M WOK 0, SHERIFF! COMI WITH 
ME 1 I’LL RROVE I WAS AT MT 
OAMBLINO CASINO AT THE 






WATCH IT, MR. BENTLEY — TH/ 
SOMETHIN* FALUN® FROM 
TORE 6LEEVE J r - , , 

(&uip) Y,^aK 

it's a 

eARDs/mxjamSi 



I SAW VUH WIN ALL THET 4 
MONET AT THE SAMBLINS 
TABLE.' I SHORE WOULP LIKE 

TUH SHAKE YORE HANPV , -■ 

MAYBE SOME OF YORE 1 
LUCK WILL RUB OFF WEL 



TOWKlf BUT 



LUCKIEST.' 



'tHANKS,, 



THAR’S NOBOPY AROUNO.' I’VE 
SOT TO OIT A WAV FROM here 
; n PRONTO.' S/O’DAP, BOYJ ’act 



SO THET’S HOW 
VUH WON.' VUH HA 
CARPS UP YORE, 
a- , SLEEVE .' J 



IF THIS EVER SITS AROUNP 
TOWN, IT’LL RUIN MY ^ 
REPUTATION .'I CAIN’T M 
n AFFORP THET.' 



HOPALONC CAJWOY 







GAMBLING 



HURT BADLY. 



RIGHT.' 
HERE'S THE 



K>U RIDE OVER AND TELL 
MESQUITE, BUCK. 1 MAYBE 
HE CAN SPOT THE FELLOW 
WHO DID THIS.' 



N CHECK BAT HURLEY’ 
LATER RIGHT NOW, A 
LIFE IS AT STAKE.' , 



THINGS ARE GOING- 
THET LOOKS LIKE A 
WALLET LYING THAR 
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CASS BENTLEY.' jumping 
JEWOSHAPHAT.' HE’S ONE ( 
THE RICHEST ^RANCHERS 



I THINK I’VE STUMBLED ONTO 
A FORTUNE.’ BENTLEY’S GONNA 
PAY FER THIS Bit OF EVIDENCE 
CONNECTING HIM TO THE CRIME - 
“YUP/ BENTLEY’S GONNA PAV- 
AND HEAVYw-t, — 



5 POOR A HE DIED 1 
EY? WERE Z WITHOUT V 
BLE TO GIT ^RECOVERING T 

J formation/conscious- / 

THERE WASN’T ' 
C7 A THING DOC MILLER 
lV-\ COULD DO FOR HIM.' . 
\\A THAT BULLET WAS < 
TOO NEAR THE ) 
HEART'/ 



WHAR ARE YUH 
HEADING NOW, 
HOPALONO ? y 



THE" GAMBLING, 
CASINO, *= 
MESOUITE. 1 T 
STILL HAVE TO 

CHECK ON BAT 
HURLEY’S ALIBI 



CRITTER WHO )l HOPALONG.' 
SHOT MONSEY, IV, ^ 

-v ME 50UITE 1 




3 PROVE TO YU 
VAS AT THE TIM 
N, BUCK, SAYS 
ROBBING j~r 






Ve been waiting 
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there’s no point in 
ARRESTlNS HURLEY; NO 
JURY V/OULP TAKE BUCK 
WORP ASAINST ALL . 
-Tp, THOSE PEOPLE.*; 



THIS ISN’T THE FIRST TIME BAT HUE 
BEEN ACCUSEP OP PULLINS SOME 
ANP IT ISN’T THE FIRST TIME HE’S 
:m UP WITH A PERFECT ALIBI, EITHEt 



I NEVER THOUSHT MUCH OF HURLEY, BUT 
THERE’S ONE THINS I PO KNOW — HE’P 
^NEVER SET SO MANY PEOPLE TO LIE j 



yjWH'lS- 



NOW I HAVE TWO UNSOLVEP 
CRIMES ON MY HANPS— ' THE 

STASECOACH ROBBERY _ 

ANP THE MURPER OF 
1 MONSEY .* r— 



I’M SOINS UPSTAIf 
TUH THE OFFICE . 



THET'S ENOUSH 



TUH SMILE 
ALL THE TIME 
-T7 HURLEY.* 
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I CA IN’T KEEP THIS STORY 
ABOUT CASS BENTL'EY TUH 

MYSELF ANY LONGER,' ) 



MOW’D YORE ‘-s. SMOOTH AS ) ■ 

HO PA LONS ■f BURNED FOOLS ’ 

DOWNSTAIR5P/5WORS T WAS HYAR 

--'AT THE TIME OF THE 

M ( COACH ROBBERY. 1 THEY 4 
\ I Tv NEVER REALIZED IT WAS 
I " . r, SITTING 



SETUP HYAR, BAT. 



LAUGHING FER JEST 
A SECOND, VAL,X’LL 
TELL YUH ABOUT A 
NEW SETUP WE’RE 



| TARNATION 



TALKING 

ABOUT, 

BAT ? 



•ID AFTER BAT HURLEY EXPLAINS ABOUT TH 

MISSING WALLET r 

'Y THET’S RIGHT- 

e.j --- - Np i , NT£NP 

TUH START 
Right now.' 



'HORTLY AFTER. 






THET OVER l 
>N DRAIN 
EVERYTHING 






IS WHAR 
BENTLEY 



MOJAUJNC CASSIDY 




(6ULP) 1 KNEW 1 LO 
BUT I DIDN’T KNOW 
.IF THE SHERIFF FINDS 
^kl’LL BE HANGED 



BAT HURLEY.' 
NEIGHBORLY 



BP FEELINGS ABOUtJgOME ABOUT 
= MONEY I WON/ TMET, BENTLEY.' 
YORE TA0L E// 1 GAME ABOUT J 









(&OIP) IT’S 
DOWNRIGHT 
j SlACK^MAIL,^ 



. COST YUH 
HUNDRED DOLLARS 
EEK-ANDTHET’S . 

A BARGAIN .' 



flYYTHINO / 
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NOT OO NNA COUNT 



BENTley.' 

5 RT- CHANGE 



i ona, Bentley.’ i’ll be seei 
yuh~Every week, in fact/ 



MUCH 



WE’RE 

SHORE 



AND TALKING i 
R lDINS. BAT, T> 
A NEW GOLD 
COACI^DUE / 



\THET means) when a GOLD COA 

I IT’S TIME < COMING THROUGH, 
RER YOU TO ynEANS J’vf GOT 
THEM ATTHE TUH WORK.' .A 

ItlNG TABLE H 



^"AND EVERYTHI 
WENT JEST AS Wf 
FIGURED, VAL / IT 
COULDN'T HAVE 
BEEN BETTER/,/ 



I’LL BE 
PROVIDING 
THE ALIBI.' 



same time. 






MESQulTf ,'MAYB 
’HE ANSWERS Tfl 
HE CRIMES ,'rcO 



CLEAR ^ 
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PON'T BOTHER 
► SMOUTINO 
THAR’S NOBODY 
-A POUND^FER 



THIS IS WHAS 
TOOK PUCE, 



WE’RE CARRYINO, 1 OPI* 
\SHaOTERS READY. 1 J| 



WHOT THE- 

A lasso: 






J I DON'T LIKE 
PEOPLE WHO 
RECOONIZE ME 



MERCY ME.' IT'S 
STAOECOACH 
j ROBBER ' 



BAT HURLEY. . 
OAMBLINO CASINO 



'STAiSECOACH ROBBER.' THE 
FIRST ONE WHO MAKES A 
MOVE WILL FEEL THE 






^INTRODUCED. 1 



•RE (SONNA 
PARDNERl 



SHOUT, YUH CHAIT FOOLS. 
^—THAR’S WOBOPY HYA 




*nd we never nuf 

FROM TROUBLE. 

|7 otp'PAP.'A 



SOMEONE’S : 
TROUBLE, 



IT'S THAT STAGECOACH* 
SOMEHOW The HORSES 
BROKE AWAV AND IT’S 1 
-» RUNNINS OUT of ) 
CONTROL— ft 
r POWNHILL ; J 









CSRUHT) I’VE 
GOT TO SET ^ 
f THAT BOULDER 
V IN FRONT «■ 
Mtr OF THE 
■Sjk COACH!/ 



Thank heaven 
WE’RE SAVED.' 



MIRACLE. 




MR A" CHHHTI 

MttmlJ IN A 



' AND QUICK THINK.INS, ‘POPSlCll 
PRESENTS TO VOU, B08 TOWNSEND, 
and to vou, sill Blanchard, a . 
i "POPSiCLE" solo medal, y 



FOR SWELL 



°° f*GS 

JOBAg s 



GET7HESE 
VALUABLE GIFTS 

LOTS° MORI 



2/M fail II Slie 
3.3 N Highland 
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AS 5 URE AS I'M (■ 

SHERIFF, I KNOW 
CRITTER WHO HELL 
UP. 1 IT WAS THIT 
OAMBLlNO FELLER, 
-i BAT HURLEY. 1 ^ 



BOULPER’S LIABLE 
TO DISLOOOi ' 






HOP ALONG 
CASSIDY .• 



I’M HEAP/NO RIGHT FOR HIS 
CASINO. 1 I AIM TO OET THERE 
BEFORE HE POES — TO MAKE 
SURE HE POESN’T ALIBI —-7 
HIMSELF OUT OF THIS JIM 
CRIME .' 



f ’LL TAKE THE SHORT 
IT, TOPPER.' THAT r 
AY WE’LL BE SURE ) 
TO SET THERE 
, FIRST,' Ifc, 



PIPING, SOY.' I’LL 
AT BAT HURLEY HAS 



FOR HIMSELF 
HE ARRIVES^ 






VHO’S BEEN 1 WHUT IN TARNATION 
YOU LOOK / ARE YUH GA8BING 
BAT.’ JUST/ ABOUT, SHERIFF ? 

>U fS I’ YE BEEN HYAR 

fiLL AFTERNOON. 1 





MOM^jONO CAMtev 




THET'S RiaHT. 



I’VE A HUNCH SOMETHIN® 
PHONY’S COINS ON MERE, 
BUT 1 CAN’T SEEM TO , 
-V FIS URE IT OUT. 1 .7^ 



/SHERIFF. 1 WE’VE ** 
BEEN PLAYIN3 POKER, 

THE LAST FOUR , 

HOURS ! j 



iA, HA / I SHORE WOULD'VE 
LIKED TO SEE THE LOOK r-'' 
5N HOPALONS’S face J hi 
WHEN HE WALKED , — 'SUR 
NTO THE CASINO J BUT L! 



ABOUT 

BOVS? 






E-THET DOES IT.' I SOT A LI 
LL TUW PAV ON BENTLEY N 
SACK SOON — WITH SOME 



1 CAIN’T SOON PA VINO j| 
P* HURLEY BLACKMAIL HE’LL 
NEVER GIVE ME BACK MY WALLET.' 
„ HE’LL JUST KEEP IT OVER MV 
HEAD TUH SIT MORE ] 
MONEY FROM MI.J 





MOfALONC CASSIDY 




!«»•<***» 



PAYMENT TUI- 
SAT HURLEY.' 



NO, NO! IT CAIN’T BE . 

i must be soiuo 



MINUTES. 



J’T have 
WORRY 
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I'M COINS RIGHT OVER/ WHUT'S 
TUH THE SHERIFF’S XSOT INTO 
OFFICE ! I’VE JUST / THE CRAZY 
COTTA CONFESS j/ FOOL NOW J 
EVERYTHING . I ' flSSglG^ri /— 



SAFE-KEEPING. 1 THIN 

COACH OFFICE l THE 

HOP* LONS CASS toy? 



T-ANP TRET’S MY l 
STORY, HOPALONC,' 
I’M SHORE I KILLEP, 






PEAP. 



MORNING.' 






AMO I CAIN’T SHOW MY 
ACE IN TOWN WITHOUT 
LETTING EVERYONE KNO' 
I HAP.A 0OUBIE. 1 r— 



UGULPy- 



SOTHET’S WH 
THE WAY HE I 
KILLEP VAL, A 
HE SAW ME, 
BONE PLUMB 






MUST’ 



FROM BENTLEY — 
PROBABLY IN THE 

jailhouse ; mm 



MO^ALONC CAMtCn 




(tnOAMHU) I’m KUWtP- 



0ENTLIY WAS SHOUTING 
LOUP AFTER HE SAW ME . 
ROPE AWAY, PROBABLY HI 
THE TOWN KNOWS BY UC 
HE KILLEP BAT HURLEY.' . 



HUIHED. 



THAR’S A GOLP COACH PUE 



BE^FROM^N 



— THE 
GHOST 

hiper: 



GHOST RIPER j 



MORNING . 



GHOST COSTUME MIGHT EVEN 
OUT TUH BE MORE PROFITABLE 
AN FINPINO THET WALLET r-H 



THIS WHITE SHEET 
fHOUL P CONVINCE 
ANYONE y— ^ 





MOALONC CASSIDY 




I KNOW JEST TH* ROUT* 

. THE COACH'LL BE . 



ACCO RPIN0 TO MV ** 
CALCULATIONS, THE COACfl 
SHOULP BE COMING'ROUNP 



COMING 






(Ot/tP) THE 



I’VE GOTTA 
GIT OUTTA 



PEOPLE ARE SUPPOSE? TO BE 
AFRAIP OP GHOSTS, BUT THIS 
GHOST IS AFRAIP OF PEOPLE. 






MOMC 0 NC CASMOY 




THAT'LL TAKE lOU OUT 

Of circulation foa^ 



anyway/ 



TWIN Rl 
- — IS BETTER 
BENTLEY AND Hi 
s-t LOCKED UP, 
-jt HOPALONG.' 



IOP THE ©OLD SHIPMENT OFF. 
E THIS OWL HOOT WHERE , 
BELONGS — IN JAIL.' f77fi 



) YOU’RE RIGHT, 
/ MESQUITE.' SOME 
DAY OUTLAWS WILL 
* LEARN THAT THEY 
f CAN’T BEAT THE 
\ LAW.' BUT TILL THEI 
-VOO, IT’LL BE UP 



TNeMtvy A.8. stahos 

fOE ABIE SEAMASS, THE 
H/GHEST GHAiPE SEAM AM 

1 I True Q Folse 



*J*az. f/w cooupse ’ 

"VMS THE 30'- 
EBES/PEHT OE THE 

tEssree states. 

I [True □ Folse /( 




WITH MILK. * 




HOPALONC CASSIDY 




TO TOWN TO EAT.' COUUO YOL 
SPARE SOME POOD? 



f THANKS A LOT / 1 HEARD 
.THAT SOME OF YOU HILL 
{Billies were too laxy 

/ TO SET UP, BUT X SEE 
LYOU'RE NOT LIKE THAT.' 



BOMS SRU3 
F6R YUH/ 



FACT IS, I HAVEN'T 
HAD ANY MILK 
SINCE MUH DO© 
DIED.' ^ 



EVERYTHING.' ... NOW I 

HAVEN'T ANYONE TUH 
GO AND FETCH THE 

MILK' r ^ 



OP MILK 
ITT 










7 LOOK WHAT YOU CAN 

GET AT LOW COST 

BY USING- 

ISHREODEO RALSTON 

, BOX TOPS AT MY 
V TRADING POST y 



COLORFUL 
COWBOY BELTI 



JtfltlOOfD UllIOH 



cowio* 



i — j \u o*n imtwra Mirrn* Ni mi '•’sfST&A 

.v.v.v.v.v.v.v.w.-.v?^ 
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A TINY SCALED lizard crept across the 
sun-baked desert sand. Reaching the top of a 
little hillock, it raised its slender head, its 
beady eyes surveying the scene before it. 
About twenty yards away, the reptile could 
see two men crouching before a campfire. One 
of them was absorbed in studying a wrinkled 
sheet of paper. The other man was pouring 
steaming black coffee into a tin drinking cup. 
As the lizard watched, it saw . . . 



■ TANSAS MALONE looked up for the 
hundredth time _from the map he had 
been studying. Across the campfire, he saw 
his partner, Zane Carr, half-turned -away from 

"How long does it take you to make that 
coffee. Zane?" he asked impatiently. “I'm 
plumb wore out with waiting." 

Leathery-faced Zane Carr, short, and built 
like a bulldog, held the tin cup toward him. 
“Take your time. Kansas." he replied softly. 
"It's taken us six weeks to get this far. Reck- 
on we can hold on another few hours . . ." 

Kansas Malone grinned, his thin face twist- 
ing behind its growth of stubble. "You're right. 
Zane," he admitted. "I‘tn i too all-fired im- 
patient. But when I think of all that mazuma. 
just waiting for us to scoop it up — why I jest 
can't wait another second!" 

He lifted the steaming cup of brown-black 
coffee to his lips, .then hesitated. "Don't you 

Zane Carr was bent over his pack, and his 
answer came indistinctly. "No. thanks." he said. 
"Don't feel like it." 

“Suit yourself.” 

Kansas Malone lifted the cup high and began 
to gulp thirstily. All at once, he almost choked. 
The 1 coffee tasted surprisingly bitter and un- 
pleasant! Wiping his mouth with the back of 
his hand, he complained. “Say, what's in this 



"Must be stale." Carr replied. "We've run 
out of fresh coffee and I had to ujse old 
grounds. Drink it down, Kansas. 'Tain't so 
bad." 

Holding the cup in his hand. Kansas watched 
his partner busying himself with his work — 
stowing away cooking utensils and getting 
ready for the last day's hike. As Zane tight- 
ened up his pack. Kansas' thoughts ran back 
to the day he had first met the roly-poly cow- 
poke. years before. It was in a saloon in Butte 
City. They had both been tangled up in a sa- 
loon fight and had been thrown out on their 
ears. Rising, they had looked at each other 
for a moment and then both had burst out in 
laughter. Since that day. they had traveled the 
same trail — and it was not always a straight 
one. Running arms across the border, cattle- 
rustling. crooked gambling — all these things 
they had done together, They trusted each 
other because it was in their interest to do so. 
But if a test eves came. . . 

S IX weeks ago. they had met up with a griz- 
zled cowpoke on the edge of the Big Sun 
Desert. Camping overnight with the old man. 
they had listened to as strange a story as had 
ever been told. It was the story of a Texas bad- 
man. A man who had robbed banks and' coaches 
and trains . . . and who had accumulated a 
sizable fortune in loot. It was the story of a 
mountain cave where this outlaw had hidden 
his money, just before his gu'n-death. And it 
was the story of a map he had scrawled, the 
last clue to the location of tbis treasure — a 
map showing the cave to be deep in the heart 
of the Big Sun Desert. 

The old-timer had faced them squarely 
across the campfire. "I know the money is in 
there,” he had said. "But I can't go in there 
and get it myself. Tell you what. If you gents'll 
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come in with me. I'll split it three ways. We'll 
■11 be rich."- ■ 

Kansas Malone and Zane Carr had said yes. 
Why not? But that night, after the old man 
had gone to sleep they had talked it over in 
hushed whispers. And they had decided that 
there was no need to make a' three-way split. 

They had shot the old cowpoke in his sleep 
— cold-bloodedly, ruthlessly. They had taken 
the wrinkled map out of his bed roll, had 
read it. and the next morning they struck into 
the Big Sun Desert, just the two of them. 
That was six weeks ago. 

VOW they were within a few hours walk 
of the red rocks that rose like cactus 
out of the desert, the rocks that sheltered the 
outlaw treasure according to the map. They 
were within sight of it — could almost make 
out the dark crevice at the foot of the rocks 
where the cave opened to the outside world. 
In there lay .greenbacks and silver cartwheels 

a-plenty ready for a two-way split. But a 

little thought had been gnawing at Kansas 
MSlone's mind for the last six weeks. Why 
a two-way split? Why not a one-way split 
. . . winner take all? "Not a bad idea . . he 
mused. 

Suddenly, the thin, sun-tanned rambler made 
his mind up. His sinewy, trail-hardened hand 
slipped down to the worn holster at his waist. 
Silently, it drew forth the heavy Colt that 
had seen hard use in five Western states. The 
muzzle of the Colt lifted, centered on the 
back of Zane Carr. 

"Partner." Kansas said gently, almost apolo- 
getically. “turn around." 

Carr's head turned in curiosity. When he 
saw the six-gun leveled at him, his eyes dilated 
wide. His hands raised in fear-driven reflex, 
and his lips began, to tremble. "No! N-no. 
Kansas." he stammered in terror. "Kansas— 
y-you wouldn't! We’ve been buddies — We 
stuck t-together . . 

"Too bad, Zane.” Kansas husked. 

At his words, the short, heavy man lunged 
at him in a desperate snrimr. p->t Kansas side- 



stepped him deftly, and poured lead into him 
as he went by. Two. three slugs. It was the 
double-cross. Clawing at his chest, Zane Carr 
hit the desert floor. He wriggled convulsively 
foi^a moment and then lay still. 

"One-way split." said Malone. 

He thrust the Colt back in his holster, and 
put the folder map in his pocket. Rising, he' 
threw one pack over each shoulder. The tin 
cup was still by the campfire, half-filled with 
coffee. He lifted it and drained it quickly. Bah I 
Still bitter , . . almost unbearable. Well, when 
he was through with this, he'd have enough 
money to buy the best coffee, the finest food, 
the most expensive clothes . . . 

His eyes on the distant red rocks, he stepped 
out across the desert. As Kansas Malone 
walked, something began to happen to him. 
There was a vague discomfort in his stomach. 
■- discomfort that grew in intensity until it 
was a xeal, gripping pain. Worse and worse 
it became, until the sweat stood out on his 
forehead, apd his eyes were wide with fright. 
Throwing the packs from his shoulders. Kan- 
sas sank to the sand. "Better . . . take it easy 
. . . for a moment." he gasped. 

But resting did not help. Savage cramps 
seized him and racked him cruelly, until he 
was doubled up with anguish, his hands clutch- 
ing his middle. Lying there, feeling his life 
ebbing away. Kansas Malone at last realized 
what had happened to him. His last words 
came out slowly . , . "That coffee . . . Zane 
made for . . me . . . Bitter . . .” 

Then he was dead. 

BACK AT THE campfire, the little scaled 
lizard finally gained enough courage to ap- 
proach the still form that lay a few feet trom 
the tin cup. Wriggling close to the lifeless 
form of Zane Carr, the reptile passed a bottle 
that had fallen from the short man's pocket at 
the moment of his death. If it had been able 
to read, the lizard would have read these letters 
on the label of the bottle: A-R-S-E-N-I-C. 

THE END 



HSYt JOYS.. .JRCSS UP JUST LIKE 






met/ 



mccreerv’s 

Vl MW YORK • « 



WtSJtKH HATS 



mount* sons 



mte.' 

Wilh Every Hopolong 
Cassidy Suill 

AUTOGRAPHfO 
PICTURI OS HOPPY 



lablex hand- 
washable Rayon 
Gaberdine trimmed 
with washable 
fringe, foch suit 
carries authentic 
Hopolong Cassidy 
emblem. Black 
with Gray. 

9.98 
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X^Ajij^Xj^iJ 3>tJ 



‘the 

CHIMNEY 

•WEEP" 
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‘mortly after. 



6 IT A 8ROOM ANP 
WE’LL GO! IT WON 
■~w TAKE LONS.' 



— ANP I’LL GIVE YUH 
FIFTy CENTS JEST TO CLEAN 
ONE LITTLE CHIMNEY.' I’M 
GIVING VUH THE BREAK 
BECAUSE VO’ RE MUH rT-\ 
- — . pal. 1 s ' 



LL RIGHT, 
WHITEy, 



MINUTES 



SHORE.' SHORE.' PON’ 
WORRV J NOW TAKE T 
■ B ROOM ANP JUMP I 
THE CHIMNET HEAP 
FIRST.' I’LL HOLP 
, YORE LEGS. 1 r- 



, THIS 15 FUN, EH?ANP 
JEST WAIT TILL YUH START 
TO CLEAN THE CHIMNEY.' ^ 



NEVER MINP 
THAT HOKUM .' 
I WANT 



EVEN WANT 
AIP FER 






THAT’S THE BOY.’ NOW 
I LOWER VUH POWN Tl 

CHIMNEY, START , 

SWEEPING ! —S' 



PHEW, LOOKATALL TH 
SOOT ANP PUST/IT Ml 
AWFUL IN THE CHIMNE 
: SHORE SLAP I’M NOT 
a THAR IN THE MIPST 



ALMOST ALL THE MONEY.' 
THIS IS THE BEST BRAIN- 
STORM TVS EVER HAD/ 



POWN, 
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HUNT Hfy, pawnv so* 



hum r hi y, pannt wv, z 

SIT Ml DOWN FRO M HYAR 
.AND 3IVE ME THAT MONEY. 1 






NOTHIN® DOING.' 
THIS FIVE COLLARS 
IS MINE. FARMER 
JONES SAVE HE'LL 
SIVE YUM WHAT'S 
COMINS TO YOU IN 

a few moments; 



fdUuP) THE J 
BUCKSHOT ^ 
RIPPED MUH 
PANTS LOOSE 



—A LOAP 
BUCKSHOT. 



Ho, Ho: 



OO o 0 0 H! 



(GROAN) MUH PLAN 
COULDN’T HAVE TURNED 
OUT WORSE .'THIS IS " 
AWFUL.' NOW 1 HAVEN’T 
ANY MONEY, MUH PANTS 
ARE RIPPED AND I SOT 
A BATH AND IT ISN’T < 
EVEN SATURDAY NISHT.' 1 
COAORN) WHAT A DAY'/' 



IET THIS BE A LESSON 
(O YUH NEXT TIME DON’T 
TRY TO FOOL A LITTLE -at 
7 BOY, YUH FAKER. 1 H| 



(GROAN) 

SPLUTTER, 
s SPLUTTER . 




^mnm^ 

yie inonRRK 







sa^sAtea smsaus 



Ibw^K 



Motor-Bike fenden. See these nod 

k" feature*. ThrUl to the tactile* 

rich colors. You'll say Moouk Supee 



otcycte you nave ever seen. 

ffrteUMi ^C2*dezte/ tfZjaeUiM 

111 IN LIFE 

e eercd like a jet plane) Easy riding became it'* 
It on a modern production line juit like a 6oe 
automobile-each part in perfect balance. Yea, 
Monark hat plenty of riding life . . . and plenty 
of luting life. 

z^wUsai tfZfoaUk* 

1st IN VALUE 

Incb-for-inch, dollar-for-dollor Monark is 1st for 
' r. Extra value too, in Monark'* exclusive in- 



sl* Muaark— the loadaefor Looks, 



y^Mtioai forfeit ’Srfyrft 

Absolutely FREE-Boyt and Girl*, here'* ah exciting triple-gift offer 
Monark. Included is a big colorful (older showing all the great new Monark 
bicycles and their sparkling colors ... plus a "King on Wheel! badge of 

sturdy metal in three bright color* with the friaky "King of 'rfbmirf 
printed right on the met*l . . . plu. easy direction* i telling 
how you cut get a free "King on WbeeU" Fabri-Cal fee rom 
shirt or btouie. All without cost to you .. . tell your frian* 
too. Here * all you do . . . just (ill in the coupon at right OR 
print your name and address dearly on a penny postcard and ms 
the address *hown below, Get your thrilling triple-gift 

..I. . l„, i, ,~f, w 



FREE 

MOKUK JIUEi UNO, INC. 4501 W. Grand Aug. Dipl. 0-1/5. (Wreg. 15. Iflktak 




r THE TOWN OF ROCK RIDGE WAS 
CELEBRATING ITS HUNDREDTH « 
ANNIVERSARY THE DAY THE 
BOYS AND I WERE OUT HIKING.. 



SUDDENLY, FROM AMBUSH..! 



PARDNER— ONCE WE GET 
OVER THE BORDER WITH 
S. THIS BAG O' GOLD.' 



PHEWW/ THIS IS 
TOUGH GOING/GLAD 
I'M WEARING MY 
"P-F"S... GLAD I 
TOLD THE BOYS 
ABOUT THEM. TOO -- 
THEY'LL NEED SOME 
EXTRA SPEED AND 
^K^rUENE pay' 



YOU BOYS RUN TO THE 
\ ROCK RIDGE TELEGRAPH 
) OFFICE ON THE DOUBLE... 
' HAVE THEM WIRE THE 
\ BORDER POLICE— WHILE 
X GET THOSE WOUNDED 

'' r ' r ' r u^c ' 

.BACK TO 



WHAT JIM TOLD THE BOYS ABOUT *P-F*i 
HERE'S HOW ‘P-F" CANVAS SHOES GIVE YOU 
MORE SPEED... AND FOOT COMFORT- 
1 THE ALL IMPORTANT 'P-F* -. 

RIGID WEDGE KEEPS THE fT\ 
BONES OF THE FEET IN \ 

THEIR NATURAL, / 

NORMAL POSITION- 

HELPS PREVENT RTT I 

FOOT STRAIN. '■&' 0 ) 

2. SPONGE RUBBER '' 

CUSHION. •nUOIMAICK 

•P~f MEANS POSTURE FOUNDATION 



LOOKS LIKE 
THEY'RE 
HEADING , 
FOR THE 



FOR BETTER FOOTWORK, 
l EXTRA COMFORT AND . 
1FOOT PROTECTION--,-/ 
/ GET YOUR “P-F' \ 

' CANVAS SHOES NOW./fl 



i ...APPOINT YOU MY ’ 

/ I JUST 7 HONORARY DEPUTIES' 

■ HOPE WE YOUR SPEED SAVED / 
I MADE IT l THOSE COACHMEN'S < 
& IN TIME'/ LIVES... PUT THOSE 

THIEVES BEHIND BARS.. 

e0T a 

rffilw' T k 'rfjrus BAcxjJa 

our Ggp-fe.] 



"P~F" CANVAS SHOES 

MADE ONLY BY 

2 B.F. Goodrich and 
f Hood Rubber Co. 





B* B GUNS 



